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ARGUMENT OF THE FIRST ACT. 



Ali, a rich and noble Moor of Tangier, having fallen in 
love with Sol, a Jewish girl of great beauty, makes his sister 
Thara the confidante of his love. 

The latter, after some opposition, seeing how deep her 
brother's love is, wishes to assist him in his courtship, yet 
fearing the religious prejudices of Simrha, the mother of Sol, 
she makes up her mind to free Sol from maternal authority 
by what, to her, seemed an innocent stratagem, viz. : forcing 
Sol to become a Moslem by pronouncing in her place (behind 
the door while Sol is asleep) the required word of adhesion. 

Sol, however, on awakening, repudiates apostasy and 
denounces the deception. 

The vehemence with which she repudiates apostasy, fully 
reveals her religious enthusiasm and deep-rooted Jewish sen- 
timents of race, of which she has already on previous 
occasions : 

(" Our pilgrimages ceased . . . ) c TT 
" Can my soul refrain ... f * unt u ' 
" Our songs ignore your strain." Scene VI.) 

given unmistakable indications. 

Thara, seeing the mischief the — to her — innocent stratagem 
has wrought, wishes to explain, but the Kadi declares him- 
self incompetent to decide the case, and sends Sol a prisoner 
to Fez before the Mufti of his Shereefian Highness. 
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V 



FIRST ACT. 



Scene. A moderately open space in the bazaar of Tangier* 
Left, the frontage of an oriental Cafe with some stools standing 
about. Centre background : a slightly raised {terraced) garden with 
bower. This terrace forms the back of A lis house into which a 
practicable door leads. Right, left, and centre, ewe streets in and out 
of the bazaar. Towards the left is the perspective of a cemetery, and 
R. perspective of the Bay of Tangier. 

All On the curtain rising discovered sitting in front of the Ctfe 

smoking narghileh, and drinking coffee. 
Thara. In bower on terrace (unveiled) looking out on bazaar. 

(Enter chorus of veiled women coming 
R. and passing to L.) 
I. Chorus of Women (turning their faces to cemetery). 
Abode of rest we greet thee. 
Threshold of Paradise : 
All our cares we leave behind 

This holy day. — 
Here our thoughts revert to those 
Whom fate has taken hence, 
Leaving sweet remembrance 

In our hearts enshrined. 

(Exeunt L.) 
(Enter funeral procession, they pass from right to 
left, in the wake of the Chorus of women.) 

(Exeunt L.) 
Ali (rises on approach of funeral procession, addressing Corpse). 
For thee lament has Ceased 
Though sad thy fate had been, 
Released from earthly care 
Thy soul to Allah returns. 
Chorus of Funeral Procession (within). 

La ilahi 'ill'allah, we Mohammed rassoul Allah. 
Ali (approaching terrace, leans against pillar, to Thara who, at his 
first line, comes out of bower into terrace). 
Sister, turn your thoughts from this ; 
Incline to me your ear. 



The secret of my heart 
Let me confide to you. 



(Thara approaches.) 
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Thara. I guess ! 

Tis Sol, the Jewish beauty 
Has enthralled your heart. . . 

All Well, yes, Sister, 'tis Sol — 
She has conquered this heart 
That none before had quickened, 
Or made to move with warm pulsation. 

Thara. So the daughter of a Jew has preyed upon your 
heart? 
Indeed the Jewish maiden caused you drink 

Some wondrous philtre 
Her radiant iris has thrown a spell on you ! — 
But think what deep abyss dissevers you from her ! 
The Jewess Sol respecteth not 
Our God, nor our law. 

All What barbarous law is yours 
That forbids to love 
Where the heart has chosen ! 
How cruel is my fate ! — 

Thara. Be calm, Ali, take comfort : 
Straightway dismiss this love, 
Forget this Sol, and let me choose for you 
A better mate. 

When in the early morning 

As the shadows of the night 

Flee in trepidation 

Before approaching dawn ; 
And to the Mosque you turn your steps to pray, 
Then from behind the tinted lattice height 

Many a wistful eye 

Descries thy lissom gait 

And sends a languid sigh 

And many an eager vow 
After thee, my handsome brother. — 
(In duo). From these winsome maidens 

Let me choose for you 
A consort, beautiful and rich. 

Ali (in duo). Sister Thara, no, no ! They must look elsewhere, 
In my faithful heart Sol alone is queen, no rival dwells 

by her side. 
Solo. . . . Not riches, nor beauty engross my thoughts, 
The lady I have chosen as consort of my life 
Unites with charming beauty a sentient soul and 

ready wit, 
To her I may confide the secrets of my heart, 
With her I may console when grief assails my life 
Sol is my delight. . My only joy ! 
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Thara (in duo). I marvel how this Jewess could bewitch 
1 you, brother, 

When in your surroundings nobler prey solicit 

Your caprice. 
I beseech thee, Ali, turn thy heart away 
From one where thou canst have no sympathy. . . 

Canst never wed ! 

Ali (in duo). Cease your endeavour ! 

To turn away my heart from her in vain you strive ; 
There is none so noble as Sol, whom I adore, 
Without whose sympathy I cannot live ! 

Thara. Brother, you perplex me. . . . 

Such fervent love . . moves my heart . . Fills 
it with pity. — 

I can no longer resist. — 
With what female ingenuity Allah has granted me, 
I will assist your ardent love. — 
Let me resolve . . in my mind . . what to do 

(In duo). To wrench success from hostile fate. 

Ali (in duo). With your help success is sure. ' 

(Thara exit into house. Ali returning to his seat, 
when enter Sol from bazaar.) 
III. Sol. I bid you welcome, Hadji Ali. All the town is 
cheered 
To see you back from pilgrimage, 
And I no less rejoice at your return. 

(Ali bows.) 
Our pilgrimages ceased when our temple was destroyed. 
In ruins lies Avrusalim, scattered is her people, 
Iuda drags from land to land his weary foot, 
Finds nowhere rest nor welcome. 

Ali. We shall make you welcome in our hearts ! 
Oh ! banish sadness from your soul. 

Sol. Can my soul refrain from sadness and despair 
When Avrusalim is weeping for her children ? 
Their tears bedew the foreign soil ; 
An exile in hostile lands, 
An exile is Juda ! 

Ali. Of all the daughters of Juda : 
Sol, thou art the fairest ! 
Yea, the brightest star in Heaven, 
Sol 1 is thy name — and Sol thou art ! — 

My sister Thara longs to know the lady Sol, 

Whose beauty all Tangier admires, 

1 Sol: the Sun. 
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The fame of it so widely spread, has reached her ear, 
And made her wish for your acquaintance. 

(Stately polite.) 

I pray you, fairest flower of Tangier, 
Adorn with your presence the humble garden 

Of your slave. 

Sol. I deprecate the compliment, 

But Lady Thara's wish I hasten to obey. 

(Exeunt into centre street of Bazaar, leading 

to the front of Alt's house.) 
(Enter Thar a on Terrace, from house, takes 
up her place in the bower.) 
(Enter on terrace through the house, A li ushering in Sol. 
On their entrance Thara goes to meet them.) 

V. Au. Lady Sol, I bid you welcome here, our modest home. 

(Introducing.) My sister desires to shake you by the hand. 

Sol. Thara, all hail to you. 

Thara. Dearest child, be welcome here. 

All Thrice be welcome in this house ! 

(Enter Asaia, below , from Bazaar.) 
Sol. Behold, Asaia, your friend and mine. 

All Well met, Asaia, come and join us. 

(Exit Asaia into centre street of Bazaar. Reap- 
pears on terrace, through AWs house.) 
All Peace be with you. 

Asaia. And with you be peace. 

(Enter Arifa and maidens, below gypsy dance.) 
Ali (to Asaia). Pray be seated. . . (perceiving Arifa) 

Ha ! Arifa, just in time, . . Come this way Arifa. 

(Turning to Sol.) 
Sol, you know Arifa of fortune-telling fame. 
May it not displease that her presence I invite 
To unfold her parody of prophecy. 

(Exit Arifa centre street.) 

VI. Arifa (in quartetto) on entering terrace from house. 

We aleikom essalaam. 1 
Sol. ) 

Thara. I Salamon Aleiki Arifa. 1 
All j 

Ali (solo). Why so gay, Arifa ? 

Arifa. Last night to draw a pail of water, 
Nassreddinu went in haste, 
And looking down the well . . Yeh ! a 
1 Salamon, etc., " Peace be with thee, and with you be peace." 
9 Yeh ! Interjection of Arab women expressing sudden fear or surprise. 
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O horror and confusion ! 
Behold the image of the moon staring in his face ! 
" Hasmon Allah," 1 cried he, " Yah Amraat, 9 
Into the well our moon has fallen ! 

?uick, bring rope and hook 
o restore the moon to his place 

In the sky." 
The wife, all trembling, brought rope and hook 
And both worked hard a'fishing for the moon. 
At last the hook became entangled in a stone. 

" Pull, O wife," the Khodja 8 shouted, 

" Pull away. I hold the moon." 
Round the waist she grasped her lord — 
They pulled until the rope did break. 
And astern they fell — and — the smiling moon they saw. 

Rising from the ground and limping, 
The Khodja rubbed his side, and in exaltation cried : 

" Much trouble have we had, O Wife, 

But we have saved the moon from drowning ! " 

/ Sol (in trio). \ O how amusing is your story ! 
Thara (mi trio).} But now Arifa predict us the future. 
Au (in trio). Just like the Khodja. 

Great is his learning, but greater his simplicity. 
But now Arifa, to work ! 
Let us have a sample of your art. 
v Arifa (laying out her stones, etc.). 

Observe the grouping of my stones on the timbel. 
As they fall and cluster, so your fate shall be. 
This coloured stone is meant for Sol, 
This brilliant pebble represents 
The ruler of a land — born on the throne. 

(Throws her stones.) 
What do my eyes behold, mashallah ! 4 
See, O lady how near your stone 
Approaches the pebble of the Soltan 5 
Wallahi 8 you will be his queen ! 
Quite sure you will be Soltana, 
Shaded by the Shereefian parasol. 
On this prophecy 
I stake my reputation. 

Sol. How amusing, my good woman ! 

1 Hasmon Allah ! Expression of great apprehension : Heaven help us ! 
J Yah amraat I O Wife. 

« The Khodja : the Professor, as it were the Don, or '* The Magnified. 
4 Mashallah/ exclamation of surprise and admiration. 

* Soltan : man in power, ruler, commander, etc. 

• Wallahi I strong asseveration. 

8 



Your prophecy is quite as whimsical 
As the adventure of the Khodja ! 

All Certainly Arifa, your prophecy is just and meet. 

For Lady Sol deserves to be a queen. 

Alas for lesser mortals whose strings of life vibrate 

With all-consuming love for her. 
Sol (with intention of changing the subject). 

Good Arifa 

Now be pleased to prophecy 

For noble Hadji AIL 

What will be his destiny ? 

Will he be a king ? 

Or better still a happy mortal 

Satisfied with what Allah bestowed on him ? 

(Significantly.) Or will he strive for things 

The fates have placed beyond his grasp ? 
Arifa (looking fixedly at Sol). 

Ali's destiny my stones do not foretell. 

What his fate will be 

Birdie Sol must sing to him. 

(Offers tambourine to Sol.) 
Sol. Our songs ignore your strain 

But let me sing a song of Zion. 

(Takes tambourine which Arifa is still holding out 
to Iter and accompanies herself to the following.) 
Sol (accompanies herself). The Song of Zion. 

When the Lord brings us back 
Out of captivity, 

As from a horrid dream 

We shall awaken. 

And loudly we shall give 

Welcome to Zion. 

Quartette. Welcome to Zion. To Zion welcome. 

Sol. Lamenting we went forth, 

Clinging to our prophecies, 
Our consolation in our affliction ; 
And weeping our hearts bade 

Farewell to Zion. 

Quartette. Farewell to Zion. To Zion farewell. 

Sol. Laughing we shall return 

Bringing back a chastened heart, 
Our voices then will ring 

With praises of our Lord, 
And loudly we shall sing 

Welcome to Zion. 
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Quartette. Welcome to Zion. To Zion welcome. 

(Enter Simrha below f torn Bazaar left.) 
VII, Simrha (agitated). Into this house, unhappy daughter, 

Has the want of careful forethought 

Led thy foot astray ! 

(Agitation increases.) Ill-starred child, canst thou forget 

The cruel teaching, centuries of gory persecution 

Did impart to us ? 

Take heed, O daughter ! Withhold thine ear 

From tuneful cooings of the Gentile swain. 

Their tongue is foul, and black their heart. 

(With scornful passion.) " Pretty Jewess," they will say, 

And hurl you to perdition. 

(Mocking scorn, staring into space.) " Clever Jew," they 
also say, 

When they want his help, 

And in return 

Their mouth is full of slander. (Turning again to Sol.) 

Hie thee to the Ghetto, O daughter of Israel, 

Enshroud thy beauty and weep, 

And wait for our deliverance. — 

Not here is thy place, in the bower 

Of the rich and potent brother 

Of the pious Moslem Thara. 

Thara. Simrha. Do not chide your daughter. . 
And be careful with your tongue. 

Simrha (disdainfully). Peace, lady ! worry not with my 
concerns. 

Thara (in duo) to Simrha. To protect her is my duty 
To Sol. Friendship bids me speak in your defence 
Against the harshness of your mother. 

Sol (in duo). For your interference thanks, 
But do not frown upon my mother, 
Whom care for me alone inspires. 

Simrha. Beware, O daughter, of the Gentile's friendship, 
It was ever fatal to our race. 

Sol. Dear mother, I obey. 

(Sol descends through house and rejoins her mother.) 
(Exeunt Sol and Simrha into Bazaar left.) 
(Exit Thara into house.) 

Arifa (in trio). Was ever marplot like this Jewish woman 
Surely she has never been in love. 

Ali (in trio). \ How can {^ \ hope to conquer 
, Asaia (in trio). The prejudice of race of Simrha 
J This fanatic Jewish woman. 

10 
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(Exeunt Ali, Asaia, Arifa into the house, re-enter 
Arifa below, busy with guests sitting in front 
of cafe, mute business.) 

VIII. Thara (veiled, enters below from centre Bazaar, letter in hand, 
aside). This bigoted Jewess Simrha 

Never will consort with us ; 

Sol must be freed from maternal sway. 

I must convert her to our faith, 

And thereby save a soul. (To Arifa spoken.) 
Take this letter to the Kadi. Let him appear without 

delay and bring with him his Ulemas. I await 

them in our garden. Be quick. 

Arifa (aside). I shrewdly guess the Lady Thara's object. 
She is a pious Moslem woman, 
She will secure a place in Paradise 
By snatching a soul 

From the Jews. 

(Exit into Bazaar right,) 

IX. Thara (alone). Sol, unhappy child ! 

I must achieve her bliss 
In spite of all impediment 
Moslem she shall be 
Against her will if need be, 
To bring about my brother Ali's happiness, 

And perhaps withal 
Gain for me the privilege bestowed on Fatima, 
The sainted daughter of the prophet ! 

Allah ! what joy. 

X. Sol (enters from Bazaar left, in deep meditation. On seeing 

Thara she rushes into her arms). 
Friend, O help me in my perplexity ; 
Assist me with thy guidance. 
Must I forego your noble friendship 

So kindly offered ? 
Or set at nought my mother's bidding ? 
The Ghetto is so cheerless, and with you is joy ! 

Thara. Calm your trembling heart, dear child, 
Allay the scruples of your mind ; 
Groundless are your mother's fears — 
What harm can reach you here 
Where my brother will protect you 
Come into the house with me, 
Rest awhile your weary head. 
Thy sister watches over thee. 

(Exeunt into Bazaar centre. After awhile 
Thara reappears on terrace.) 

XI. Thara. The poor thing is fast asleep in the house, 

II 
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And soon the Kadi will be here 1 

With all his Ulemas. 8 
May Allah befriend my work. 

{Enter Kadi and Ulemas. The Kadi approaches Pillar 
(as Ali in Scene II.) ; Thara closely veiled comes to 
the edge of the terrace, stoops down and speaks to the 
Kadi in whispers. She points to Bazaar entrance as 
if directing him to the front of the house.) 

(Exeunt Kadi and Ulemas, centre street.) 
(Thara turns toward her door, opens it and 
remains there in expectant attitude.) 
Kadi (within, spoken through the front door of Ali's house, see note? 
below). 9 

Yahoudia* dost thou say 

Allah is God 

And Mahammed his prophet ? 

Thara (disguised voice). Yes ! 

Chorus (within but soon appearing on stage, the Kadi leading). 
Salamon aleiki Yahoudia 
Welcome to the fold of true believers 
The Grace of Allah and his benedictioa on your head 
La illah 'Wallah 
We Mohammed rassoul Allah 
Alia hu akbar* 

(Enter Sol on terrace, hurriedly.) 
Chorus {perceiving her). Be welcome to our fold, 
O Yahoudia. 

XII. Sol. What means this turmoil and confusion in the 

streets ? 
Why are the people rejoicing so loud ? 

Thara ! 
I heard them bid me welcome to their fold ! 
What terrible suspicion arises in my mind. 
Thara in the name of God ! have you played me false ? 
In my sleep I heard you pronounce a single word ; 
" Yes " I heard you say, speaking to men without. 
Anguish seizes my soul, unspeakable anguish, 
Oh, woman, woman, the confiding friend thou hast 

betrayed. 

* Kadi: Judge. 

» Ulmas : Assessor and clerks. 

' It is hardly necessary to peint out here that in Mohammedan countries no man 
is allowed to enter the Harem (private apartments of women) . Medical men having- 
practised in the East know the roundabout way of communication with women in 
the Harem. 

* Yahoudia : Jewess. 

Allah hu ahbar : God is great. 

12 
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I thought it was a dream — 

Alas, das for the reality, 

Thara your abominable lie 

Has hurled me to perdition ! 

(More calm.) Speak, I beseech you, speak to the people, 

Confess it to the Kadi. 

Tell them not / pronounced the fatal word, 

But you alone responded " Yes." 

Thara. Sol, what I did was for your best, 

I wished to free you from your mother's tyranny, 
And make you my brother's consort. 

(Turning to the Kadi.) 
Will you hear me Kadi, I must speak. . • . 

Kadi. Peace ! 

i My jurisdiction covers not this case. 

The Mufti 1 alone can judge of it. 

She must go to Fez. 
Chorus of Jews (in coro with Moslems). 

Mercy on us, O Lord ! Relent. 

Pity us, O God. 

God of Israel, behold our oppression. 

Thou art alone our hope and trust. 
Chorus of Moslemin (in coro with the preceding). 

Away with her to Fez. Away to Fez. 

The Mufti will pronounce. 

His Shereefian wisdom will decide. 

Away with her without delay. 

Take her away to Fez. 

To Saidna ! f 

(Enter Sitnrha front left.) 
Simrha. My daughter, Oh my daughter. 

It is not true, it cannot be — 

The people say 

Thou hast foresworn the faith of thy fathers. 
Woe is me that I lived to see the day — 

Speak it out and let me die before thine eyes, 
Simrha's daughter ! Alas ! Alas ! 

(Turns away, hiding her face.) 
Sol. Mother, mother, turn to me, 

I am not guilty of apostasy. 

A Jewess! have lived 

And a Jewess I shall die. 



Bear me witness, brethren ! 
Before God I declare 



(Turning to the Jews.) 



1 Mufti : sufetior Kadi, generally residing at the seat of government 
* Saidna : His Lordship, or our master. 

13 
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I never spoke the word ! 

(Turning to Thara.) 

Speak, woman, traitress, confess. 

Thou didst pronounce the fatal word. 

Thou hast lied in the face of God ! 

(Exit Sol from terrace and reappears below.) 
Chorus op Moslbmin. 

The Yahoudia now recants. 

She insults our Islam. 

Vengeance on her head ! 

Take note, O Kadi, she recants, 

She insults our holy Creed. 
Kadi (U chorus of Moshmin). 

Calm yourselves, my brethren ; 

The case comes not within my jurisdiction. 

The woman must go to Fez. 

His Shereefian Highness our master 

Will decide — Take her away. 

(Exit Kadi. Enter soldier, fixed bayonet* 
he remains to end.) 



XIII. FINALE OF THE FIRST ACT. 

Chorus and Quintette. 

Chorus of Moslbmin. 

Renegado ! away with her to Fez 
Renegado ! Before his Shereefian Highness ! 
Away with her to His Highness ! Take her ! 
Tarry no longer. Away. Take her to Fez. 
To meet her doom. 

Sol. Mother, mother, farewell ! 

Give thy blessing me, O mother ! 

And forgive ! Oh forgive 

My disobedience to thy commands. 

(Turning to the Jews.) 
My fateful rebellion 
Has brought on us 
This grievous visitation. 
For that I implore forgiveness of you. 
Oh my friends, farewell to you all. 

(Turning to go the soldier shoulders arms.) 
O Lord of Hosts, 
Give me strength 
To bear this trial. 
Oh my God ! my God ! 
Strengthen my soul against despair. 
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Simrha. O my daughter, O my daughter ! 
Farewell ! My blessing go with thee ! 
The God of Israel shield and protect thee ! 
May God enlighten the ruler of this land, 
And inspire him with moderation 
And justice, that he may not betray 
The Divine trust bestowed on him. 

(Turning to follow Sol.) 
God of Israel ! 
In Thy Infinite Wisdom 
Thou hast decreed this affliction on us. 
Thy Will be done. 

Thara. Poor child ! Farewell ! Farewell ! 
My heart goes out to thee ! 
May Allah shield and protect thee, 
May Allah enlighten the ruler of this land, 
And inspire him with moderation 
And justice, that he may not betray 
The Divine trust bestowed on him. 

(Turning to follow.) 
May Allah Kirim, the Ruler of creation, 
Inspire with justice and grace the ruler of this land. 

All My poor Sol ! farewell ! 

My beloved, may Allah the Father 

Of all things, shield and protect thee. 

May Allah enlighten 

The ruler of this land, and inspire him 

With moderation and justice, 

That he may not betray 

The Divine trust bestowed on him. 

(Turning to go.) 
May Allah Kirim, the Ruler of creation, 
Inspire with justice and grace the ruler of this land. 

Asaia. Poor child, farewell, farewell — 

Poor child ! May the Lord, the creator 

Of all things, shield and protect thee ! 

May the Lord enlighten 

The ruler of this land, and inspire him 

With moderation and justice, 

That he may not betray 

The Divine trust bestowed on him. 

(Turning.) 
May the Lord of Hosts, the Ruler of creation, 
Inspire with justice and grace the ruler of this land. 



End of First Act. 
15 
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ARGUMENT OF THE SECOND ACT. 



Asaia, in his capacity of Chief of the Jewish community of 
Tangier, and Ali, both accompanying Sol to Fez, have pre- 
ceded her to the plain near Aicazar-el-Kebir, and prepared 
her tent and their own for the night. Sol arrives under escort 
of a Soldier, but accompanied by Krimo, whom Ali has 
ordered to her service, and a maidservant. 

While they admire the setting of the sun, a messenger 
arrives announcing the death of Simrha, the mother of Sol. 
This news prostrates Sol physically, and almost deprives her 
of her reason. She bursts out in a low childlike wail : 

" Mother, my Mother, thou hast left poor Sol." . . Scene II. 
which unutterably distresses her two friends. She, however, 
soon recovers her strength of mind, and resignedly turning 
away from her personal sorrow, reverts, almost as soon as 
her senses have returned, to the wrongs of her people, showing 
once more her ever-present racial feeling. 

Ali, not trusting overmuch in the justice of the Muftis and 
Saids, proposes flight, which Sol declines, because it would 
necessitate the death of her escort. 

A night scene closes the Act. 



16 
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SECOND ACT. 



Scene. Country near Alcazar-El-Kebir. Background a dcuar 1 
Palms, Moorish watch-tower, Tombs, etc. Left steps (Ruins). The 
near perspective represents a range of hills (R.). Setting sun. In 
wings three tents are visible. 

On the Curtain rising. 
(Enter Ali and Asaia front different tents. Set* 
vants busy with tents, others spread carpets 
for Ali and Asaia, Right Foreground.) 
/Ali (in duo). Our tents are ready. 
Soon the sun will disappear, 
And I shall gaze on Sol 
To whom alone my faith is plighted. 

Asaia (in duo). Before long, welcome rest 

Will refresh our weary limbs ; 
i Soon the sun will disappear 

Behind yon glowing hills. 

(Enter Sol (mounted). On her right (hand on 
saddle) walks maidservant. On her left 
Krimo leads the mount. Short distance 
behind the Soldier (shouldered musket), who 
retires to Right, stts down on his spread 
carpet, second plan.) 
(On Sol entering, Asaia and Ali hurriedly rise 
to meet her. Ali arriving first, conducts heir 
and maidservant to tent right. Krimo 
leads away the mount, returns and takes up 
his place beside the soldier.) 
Asaia (returning to his f lace right foreground, smiling). 
Zounds ! it cannot b!e ! 
My eyes are mocking me. 
Is this our Hadji Ali 
Who plays the cavalier 
To an unbelieving Jewess ? 
Helps her to dismount ! 



1 Douar : tent— camp 
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And takes her in his arms ! 

Is this not strange ? Very strange 

(Re-enter Ali, coming up smiling to right.) 
Asaia (to Au). What would your fellow-townsmen say 
If they could see you thus ? 
The noble Hadji AH, Moghrab's boast and pride, 
Outstrip the wind to meet an infidel ! 
Though I must confess, a charming infidel. 
A pretty sight indeed for pious Moslemin. 
An entertaining story for Tangier's buffoons ! 

(Ali sits down beside Asaia. 

Friend Ali, sooth to say, 

You forget, indeed. 

Your Moslem dignity 

With this Jewish maid. 

Au. Art mocking, friend Asaia ? 
Asaia. Nay, I only smile. 
Ali. ... At my politeness ? 

Asaia. At your forgetfulness ! 

But let me solve this riddle friend : 

Thou art fairly smitten with this infidel. 

(Enter Sol. Ali rises to meet her. Krimo brings 
camp-stool, places it for her, and returns to 
his place.) 
Soldier (attentively observing Asaia during preceding). 

I wonder who this man can be, 
This foreign man, 

Who talks such utter blasphemy ? 

I always stumble over him 

Whenever loyal duty's call is heard. 

Cursed Kafir he must be ! 

The malediction of Allah 

On his Kafir head I 1 
Asaia (rising walks towards left; shortly followed by Ali and Sol). 

Our amiable escort looks askance at me 

My conversation plainly does not please him. 

Come away from here, my friends, 

And let us contemptate from yonder stair 

The setting of the sun. 

This sun, this glorious work of God, 

Shines on all of us without distinction 

But man, alas ! will piously 

Escheat his neighbour's light, if different is his fetish. 

1 Kafir : Unbelieving. 
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(Enter Right, during preceding, a Messenger. 
Cautiously and hesitatingly shows letter to 
him.) 

Asaia (perceiving Messenger, walks over to him, aside). 
This message bodes no welcome news to us, 
Clouded is the bearer's countenance, 
Reluctant his foot. 

(Messenger hands letter. Asaia reading aside.) 
" With trembling hand and flowing tears I pen these 

lines to thee, 
O noble chief of this afflicted congregation, 
To let thee know that grief has done its lethal work. 
Alas ! Simrha is dead." 

f Sol (in trio). From Asaia's lips the smile has fled 
And pallor overspreads his face. 

Ali (in trio). Pallor covers Asaia's face 
And the smile has fled his lips. 
Oh ! what shall I hear ! 

Soldier (in trio). From the Kafir's face the smile has gone, 
Tidings of evil import brought the Jew to him. 

(Asaia returns to Sol.) 

Asaia (taking her hands). O thou afflicted child ! 
How heavy on thee lies the Hand of Him 
Whose arbitrary Will commands Creation. 
He ordained on thee a Day of Wrath ! 
My poor orphan ! Thy mother is at rest. 

(Sol swaying to and fro sinks on her knees. 
A sa%a and A li raise her gently on step.) (b.) 
Sol (in trio, weird). 
f Mother, my mother, thou hast left poor Sol behind. 

Oh come back or let me go with thee ! 
Ali (in trio, hushed voice). 

Oh my heart will break to see this grief ! 
Is there no pity in Heaven ? Allah ? ! i 
Asaia (mi trio 9 hushed voice). 

Kuler of the Universe ! Can Thy goodness see such pain 
And send no comfort ? 
Ali (takes Sol gently by the hand). 
Heavy is my heart, 
My tongue can speak no comfort, 
Too great for words is thy sorrow ! 
Balsam for this wound 
Allah alone can grant. 
Angels must weep for their sister. 

(Sol shows return of life, b.) 
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Sol. Inscrutable are Thy ways, O God. 
Unto Thee I raise my tearful eye, 

Au (aside). The light has returned to her deserted eye, 
Allah be praised and glorified, 
He has not forsaken her, 
Nor has He despised her. 
May He render bright her future. 
(to Sol). A homeless orphan thou art now, 
But Errahmani 1 
Will provide for thee a home. 

Sol (in trio). Home ! Where is the home of a Jewess ? 
Where shall we find from persecution rest ? 

Ali (iff trio). | From heavenward flight her soul has returned 
^Asaia (in trio). (And now earthly care torments her heart. 

(Exit Asaia.) 

Ali. From lethal grief thy soul has revived, 

Angels soothed thy throbbing heart, 
But now thou art restored to earth 
And earthly cares impassion thy heart 
With bitterness against barbarity. 
The cruel fate of thy race is strange, 
Passing strange, beyond comprehension. 
Indeed revolting to the human conscience, 
But hope and comfort you must seek and find 
in the glorious promise that Allah 
Vouchsafed to you through the prophets 
In whom both Nazarene and Moslem are believers.— 
But dearest ! Let me tell you now 
What I projected for your safety. 
In the wood behind yon hill 
My clansmen lie in wait 
With Berber horses fleet and lances pointed, 
Ready to protect your flight 
And defend against a host of hellish fiends. 

(With animation increasing pointing to soldier.) 

And now this wretched miscreant, 
My Krimo has my orders — 
Tallahi !* he will stab him dead I 

Sol. Well meant is your design, 
My heart is full of gratitude, 
But God's command was heard on Sinai : 



* Errahmani : The merciful (God). 

• Tallahi / Energetic asseveration amounting to solemn vow. 
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Thou shalt not kill. 

No ! it must not be, 
My soul cannot bear 
Such dreadful crime. 

All Listen to me, I pray you, sweetest girl, 

Consider how great is to you the danger here. 

Oh ! let me persuade you, 

Let us flee from this land — 

Ready are my kinsmen, 

Waiting in the bay is my ship 

To bear us hence. 

Sol. But think ! The soldier's life ! 

All Of what account is the low born soldier's life 
When danger threatens thee, O Sol, 
The life of my life ! 
Come, O come with me, 
Let us away to the shores 
Of freedom-giving France. 

Sol, No, no, no, it cannot, it must not be ! 
Insist no more, Ali, dear Ali. 
Oh, would that you were a Jew ! 

(Enter Asaia.) 
Asaia* Behold from yonder camp 
Arab hospitality 
Brings its contribution 
To help us on our way. 

III. Chorus op Kabyles. 
Guests, 

Whom Allah bestowed on us 
We bid you welcome to our Hay, 1 
And bring you milk with water mixed 

To quench your thirst. 
We also bring you bread and dates, 
And so much fruit as still was left 

In our tents 
When the Raid's 3 Alguazils 
Came to take away his rents. 

Had we more or better 

We would gladly bring it you, 

But of what there is, partake 

As freely as we freely give. 

1 Hay : an Arab camp % it is also good old English for an enclosed place. 
* Raid: Governor. 
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(To Sol*) But for thee, my graceful birdie, 
We brought more generous nourishment. 
Some eggs and rice in camel's milk prepared. 
(To All) And some fodder take for your weary 
mounts. 

Sol. Thanks for your act of kindness. 
May Allah protect you 
From the Kaids and the Kadis. 

(Despoiling herself of ornaments and giving them 
to the woman. Slight sarcasm.) 
Take these tokens of requital, 
And remember that a Jewess passed this way. 
Chorus. Peace and prosperity 
Be with you 
On your journey. 

(Exit Chorus singing.^ 
Angels of Allah 
Guide your steps 
And protect you. 

Sunset. 

IV. Sol. Behold how majestic 

Phoebus 1 sinks below the firmament of heaven, 
Resplendent in his rays. 

Sol \ Untiring Osiris, 9 manifestation of God, 

Ali (in trio) ■ Herald of His might, bearer of His light, 
Asaia ) Angels attend on thee in thy daily round 

Singing the praises of His ineffable name, 
The stars in the sky, pale before thy splendour. 
When in the morning 
From thy bed thou comest forth, 
The darkness of the night 
Dissolves and melts away 
And welcome light dispenses 
Newborn life to all creation. 

How grand appear in thy rays 

The mountains, the hills, 

The frail embarkations 

Riding on the glittering waves 

Of Rahab, 8 the restless rebel 

Whose boundaries the Lord has set. 

1 Phoebus : an impersonation of the Sun. 

9 Osiris : the Egyptian personation of the Sun. 

8 Rahab : Eastern mythological name of the Ocean. 
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All Oh ! how graceful are the works of Allah Errahim, 1 
But none below the sun compare with graceful Sol. 
Music of the spheres her voice resounds to me, 
Spotless Houris* re-echo her songs in Paradise. 

Asaia. Darkness soon will cover us, 
And before the peep of day 
We must be hence to Fez. 
Away to our tents 
And let us lift our hearts 

Each in his way 
To Him who commandeth 
Light and darkness. 

(Krimo brings water for ablutions.} 
Sol. Blessed be O Lord our God 
Who givest light 
To the pupil of mine eye. 
In Thy keeping I consign my soul. 
Be it Thy will 

To let me rest in peace this night. 
Blessed art Thou, O God, 
Who lightest the world 
With Thy glory. 

(Exit into tent, Ali, Krimo, soldier, busy with ablutions.} 
Asaia. Lord of the Universe, forfend injustice, 
And let thy truth prevail here below. 
Confound the wicked 
With their own deceit. 
Protect and defend 
The weak against the strong ; 
And all humanity inspire 
With the spirit of mutual forbearance 

And regard. 
Fill our hearts with kindness and respect 

For others 
That peace may reign on earth. 

Purify my heart, O Great Architect, 
That I may love Thee more each day. — 
Love pervadeth Thy world. Man and insect, 
All to Thee, O Creator, raise a cry of love. 

(Exit into tent Ali, Krimo, soldier, each in his 
place assume an attitude of prayer, Mohammedan 
fashion.) 
All Praise to Allah the bounteous and merciful 

Lord of all creation, ruler of the Day of Judgment. 
Thee we worship, to Thee we pray for help in our 
distress, 

1 Errahim : the gracious (God). 
* Houri : the Moslem Parthenos. 
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Enlighten us, that we may keep 
The right path, and avoid 
The pitfalls of ignorance. 

(Ali rises. Soldier draws cowl over his head, 

cowers down with his rifle between hues. 

Krimo drawing dagger, looking at Ali as 

one waiting for signal but receives a negative 

sign.) 



FINALE. 

The Moon Rises. 

(Krimo, after Alts sign of negation, shakes head 
disapprovingly, but resigning himself to his 
master's will, prepares his couch in front of 
Sol's tent. He then takes up his guitar 
and plays at random a prelude and tune 
which thus becomes the accompaniment to 
the following) : 
Ali. Gently sleep, O tempest tossed, 
Afflicted Child of Grief: 
Good Angels of Allah ! 
Lull her aching heart to rest. 

My sweetest lily of the valley, 
O my beauteous rose of Sharon, 
From Eden's Garden rudely transplanted 
To this arid land of flame. 
Grant, Allah ! O grant to me, 
That I may shield her priceless life, 
And scatter flowers in my angel's path 
To smooth her tread on earth. 

(Exit into his tent.) 
(Krimo lies down before Sol's tent.) 



End of Second Act. 
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ARGUMENT OF THE THIRD ACT. 



Report of Sol's case has preceded her to Fez. On her 
arrival, the Said who holds the reins of government during 
the illness of the reigning Soltan, has her conveyed to his 
Harem. 

He falls in love with her, but finds no response. He tries 
the persuasion of the delights of the Harem, and the eloquence 
of the Hakhams, but all in vain. 

Meanwhile Asaia has been to see the Mufti, and learns 
there the true meaning of the saying: "The Mufti will 
pronounce, Saidna will decide." (Chorus of Moslem, Act /., 
Scene XII.) 

Ali arrives, brings word from the Said that " soon all cares 
and troubles will be at an end" for Sol, and carried away 
by his love and enthusiasm, he professes his allegiance to the 
God of his beloved, to the God of Israel ; when Sol at last 
confesses her love. 

While they rejoice and make plans for the future, Sol is 
called away to hear the sentence, and the drama hurries on 
to the end. 
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THIRD ACT. 
Scene : Moorish Palace. 



(On the Curtain rising the Said is discovered sitting on throne.) 

L Said. Let her taste our delights, 
And her desires be all fulfilled. — 
The damsel will be less unyielding 
When in Islam she will find 
The better lot by far. 

(Enter Sol, ushered in.) 

Come nearer, my pretty child, 
Do not stand in awe of me. — 

Truly fame has not belied 

Thy beauty nor thy grace, 

Thy sight has charmed mine eyes ; 

Soltana thou shalt be, 

Soltana favorita with the parasol. — 
This parasol not only shades thy face against the sun, 
But makes thee also Mistress of my court. 

(Sol remains unmoved (b).) 
Charming Jewess, thou hast won my heart 
And I lay it at thy feet. 
Prithee, grant me thy favour. 
Half my kingdom thine shall be — 

. . . As soon as I shall get it. . . 

(Sol remains unmoved (b).) 

My lovely child, on the throne 

Thy place will be, sitting by my side, — 
Grant as a favour, what many would bring 
As a willing gift to do me homage, 

(Exit.) 

Ballet. 

(Enter women of the Harem (Ballet). Sol is 
conducted to a throne.) 
Chorus of Ballet. Radiant maid Come but with us 
Thy splendour we shall enhance. 
With girasols And golden brocade 
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Thy beautiful body shall gleam. 
With diamonds And costly pearls 

Thy tresses we shall entwine. 
Merrily then we shall sing 
And dance and play all day. — 

Come but with us, 

Joyfully free 
r rom cares we live 

The whole day long. 
Waiting for thee is nothing but pleasure 

By day and by night. 
EvallatfHayallah! 1 

More joys of life Are waiting for thee 

In our merriment When Bairam 2 comes. 

Swifter than lightening 

Over the heather 
Frantically fly the gorgeous horsemen 

OfDucala. 
Never before Did such a sight 

Rejoice in the Ghetto your languid eye. 

When like the wind 

The coursers pass by 
Spurred by fierce looking cavaliers. 



Sol. How pitiful and sad is the life 
Of these Harem women 
Vacant of soul and heart. 

Said. How did you like, my charmer, 

The little Morisco 8 1 ordered for you ? 

Sol. How can dancing and regale 
Divert my saddened soul 
When far from home I weep 
And mourn a mother's death. 

Said. Why should you weep 

When a Sa-id ! admires you ? 
Sol (with mocking courtesy, ironically). 

A Said's admiration 

Is certainly excellent comfort, 

But can the Sa-id compensate 

For the love of a mother ? 

Said. You require too much, methinks, 
From the power of a Sa-id ! 

1 Evallah, Hayallah : exclamations of delight. 

* Bairam : the great Moslem festival 

• Morisco : Moorish dance. 



(Exit Ballet.) 
(Enter Said.) 
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Your lamented mother 
I cannot bring to life again, 
But I have sent for doctors, learned in your law, 
Who will prove by chapter and verse 
That you must obey me, 
And also make it clear to you 
That I am master here ! 
Sol (deep curtsy, mockingly defiant). 

Saidna ! as Master now you speak 
And I have to submit, 
So let your doctors come. 

(Exit Said, frowning slightly.) 

Sol. Certes they have their instruction, 
What they will say I easily guess. 

{Enter Chorus of Hakhamin. 1 ) 
III. Sol. Good day, Reverend Sirs. 

Chorus of Hakams. Peace be with you, daughter of Israel. 

God bless you, and keep you safe. 

May your life be prolonged to see 

Zion's walls restored. — 
We are ordered here by the ruler of this land 
To counsel you whose beauty gained the heart of the 

Said. 
Absolute is his power while illness prostrates our 

Soltan ; 
His will or whim is law for evil or for good. 

Therefore we advise you to submit 

To the lot that Providence divine 

Has decreed for you. 
Take example from Esther Hadassa, 
Ahasuerus' famous queen, 
Who once saved the sons of Israel 
From Hainan's wicked perfidy. 

Sol, Most Reverend Doctors, 
Go and tell the Said, 
That I decline to purchase 
The honour of sitting 
Beneath the parasol of a throne 
At the price of a lie, 

For mark ye, my masters, that I am not here 
To marry Ahasuerus — 
Treachery sent me here 
Accused of vile apostasy from my faith, 
And abject desertion from my people, 
At whose heels 

1 Hakhamin ; Wise men. 

28 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Hounds of blood are barking. 
This, my learned doctors, please, 
Reflect upon and cogitate in your mind, 

But . . . leave Esther Hadassa 

Out of the play. 
And now, most Reverend Doctors, 
Go and take my answer to your master ; 

And rest assured that Simrha's daughter 

Will never confess to a lie 

Nor abjure her faith ! 
Chorus of Hakhams (setto voce, quasi murmuring). 
Far greater is our content in going 
Than in coming, daughter of Israel ! 

(Exeunt Hakhams.) 

IV. Sol (solUoq). 

The prophecy of Arifa 

Is fulfilled thus far. . . 

[Enter Said.) 
Said. How now, my queen ! 
Sol (mock humility, curtsy). 

Your slave, but not your queen, 

Most noble Said, 

Nor can it ever be. 
Said (frowning). 

You mock at me, young lady, 

But you shall hear from me. 

(Exit in anger.) 
Sol. I shall hear from him, 

His Shereefian Highness says 
And struts away in anger, 

Oh, what can it mean ? 

Yet, what does it matter ? 
Thara's written confession 
Must absolve me before the Mufti 
From the charge of falsely professing 
The creed of Mohammed, 
And then they will send me back 
To Tangier. 

(Enter Asaia.) 
Asaia. I come from the Mufti who explained to me 
That from the time His Highness troubled 
In your behalf, 
The law became quite clear 
In your case. 

Probably, he awaits his pleasure. 

Sol. His pleasure is somewhat sobered, 

Just now he stalked away, much displeased. 
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(Ridendo.) O heaven, protect my heart, 
Hotly pursued 
And ardently wooed 
By two men ! 

(Pensiertso.) But, how great the difference ! 
A sensuous fool — the Said 
Our AH — a noble man 
Oh ! would he were a Jew ! 

Asaia. The very man you mention 
Here he comes. 



(Enter AH.) 



All I bring good news, my friends, 
My heart is reeling with joy ! 
Coming here I met the Said, 
Who graciously nodded and said, 

My pious Hadji, 1 1 give you joy, 

You may go home in peace, 

The sentence now will be pronounced 

On Sol the lovely Jewess. 

Soon all cares and troubles 

Will be at an end for her. 
Hearing this, I did not stay to thank Saidna, 
And hurried here to bring the welcome tidings- 

You are free 

To worship the God of Israel, 

To whom I henceforth bend my knee. 
(In duo.) For his name my love invokes, 
My dearest Sol, my only thought, 
My sole delight, 
Whom more than life I love. 

Sol (in duo y Solenne). In his name, dearest Ali, 
I pledge my troth to thee, 
Ali ! oh, my only joy ! 
' I love thee more than life. 

All (Solo.) (Jubilant (b).) 

Rapture transports my soul to heaven, 
Angelic music nils my heart, 
" I love thee," fell from her lips, 
" I love thee, Ali," spoke my love ! 
Jubilant triumph exalteth my soul, 
God of Israel ! 

Who granteth me the love of Sol, 
I revere no other God but thee. 



1 Hadji: Pilgrim. A title of respect given to those who have accomplished the 
pilgrimages prescribed to Mahometans. 
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Sol. Praise to the God of Israel 
Who permitted our hearts 
To meet in sympathy 
And beat in unison, 
Praise to the God of Israel. 

(Cadence.) 

(In duo). Glory to the God of Israel 
f In Whose presence I devote my life to thee, 

And solemnly promise to be a faithful wife, 
To thee, my noble Ali ! 
Faithful unto death. 

J Ali (in duo.) In His presence I vow to thee 
My life-long devotion 
And solemnly I promise to be 
A faithful protector, 
To thee, my beauteous Sol ! 
Faithful unto death. 

Asaia. Soon you will leave this gilded cage, 
Free as a bird, 
Happy to fly away 
To a land where freedom reigns. 

Hark the bugle sound ! 

Calling the Mufti to court 

Your freedom to pronounce. 

(Enter two soldiers.) 

^2ND Sold. (solo). We are commanded to attend on you 
Before the learned Mufti 
At the Imperial Court. 

ist Sold. (solo). Come! Hear the sentence 
That will set you free 
And deliver you for ever 
From sorrow and pain. 

Sol (in duo). \ Dearest \ J * a \ soon will return 
Ali (in duo).) Never to separate again. 

!ist Sold, (in duo).} Never to separate again ! 
2ND Sold, (in duo).) May Allah concede their request. 
/Ali (in duo). Henceforth no earthly care to thee shall 
approach. 
United in the bonds of Love we shall live. 
Sol (in duo). United in the bonds of love we shall live 
Farewell for a short space of time, 
Soon we shall meet, my dearest, 
Nevermore to separate again. 
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First Sold, (in duo). ) We must no longer tarry here. 
Second Sold, (in duo).) The Court is waiting. 

(Exeunt Sol between two soldiers.) 

VII. AsA\A(aside). I feel sore at heart, 
Misgiving sways my soul. 
Why were these soldiers sent 
To escort the hapless child to the Court ? 

(To All) Dearest Ali, a doubt invades my mind — 
Tnink you the Said was sincere ? 

All What doubt can there be 

In Saidna's gladsome words. 

Asaia. A sinister double meaning 

Lies in the words of the libertine. 

11 Go home in peace, my pious Hadji," 

Were his words to you, 

11 Soon the Jewess will be free 

From cares and troubles." 
In these words there lies a double meaning. 

Ali (somewhat alarmed). Sol does not return . . . 
Can so monstrous a thought . . . 
Is such treachery conceivable 
In a human-born being ? . . . 
Is there no honesty on earth ? . . . 
No it cannot be ! 
(Animate) You err ! my good Asaia. 

Asaia (solenne). I fervently pray to God that I may err, 
And hope that Sol will be restored to us. 
(Agitato.) . • . But Time rolls on ! . . . 
Let me nurry to the Court and learn 
The reason of this long delay. 

Ali (agitation increasing). Horror invades my soul, 
Terror strikes my heart, 
This suspense is hell on earth, 
Asaia ! have pity on me ! 

(Asasia moves to go wlun . • .) 
Chorus (within). She stoutly persists in refusing 
To enter the fold of the Church 
Of Mohammed. 

Asaia {listening). Hark the multitude ! 
The howling of the wolfish herd, 
Their thirst for blood parches their throat. 
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Chorus (within). To death with her 
Who insults our creed. 
To death. . . Her blood. . . 
Make short work 

With the Renegado Jewess. . • . 
Let her die. • • 

Asaia {in duo). Hark the croaking ravens hungry for carrion 
I can no longer stay . . 
I must go and learn the truth. 

^Ali {in duo). Hark the croaking ravens hungry for carrion, 

For Heaven's sake Asaia, delay no more. {Exit Asaia.) 

{Solo.) My eyes grow dim. . • Torpor creeps on me. . . 

Icy coldness . • seizes my heart • • freezes my 

blood. 
Paralysed I lie prostrate, 

While in the caverns of hell an angel is battling with 
fiends. 

O my God ! . . my God. . . 

{Sinks down.) 
{Enter Executioner.) 
VIII. Ali {moving slightly catches sight of executioner.) 

Oh ! horrible sight ! {Rises with difficulty.) 

Gory instrument of rage ! 

What brings thee here ? 

What ill-fated victim has despotic cruelty 

Singled out to quench its thirst for blood ? 

{Stnania.) 
But — Sol does not — return ! 

{Shivering.) 
How cold 'tis here . . . how cold. 

(Increased smania f shivers.) 
'Tis very cold • . • and silent . • 



Hark a voice ! 'tis Sol ! 

My bride to whom I pledged my faith. 

Her voice I hear. • • Her sweet voice. 



{Listening.) 
{Weird.) 



" Inscrutable are Thy ways, O God, 
Unto Thee I raise my tearful eye. 

{Listening again pp.) 
Bridegroom, come to meet thy bride, 
Take her to the Altar. 

The bridesmaids are in waiting " 

{Animato crescendo.) I come, I come . • my bride. . . 
Away ! my bride is waiting for me ! . . . 
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(Enter Asaia.) 
{On perceiving him Ali shows return of conscious- 
ness. Bearing erect.) 

IX. Asia (mesto flebile). Sol is dead 
Her last sigh — 
I bring to you — 
Weeping I stood by, when they led her forth . . . 
To death — She turned to me — 
On her radiant face a heavenly smile — 
She said, 

" Do not weep for me Asaia, 
I leave this puny world without regret. 
Tell my people and bear me witness in Tangier 
That you have seen me die as I have lived : 
A Jewess I have lived and a Jewess I have died. 
Tell my betrothed, tell gentle Ali 
In life as in death 
I love but him. . . 
My last thought was of him. . . 
My last sigh was for him." 

(Asaia sits low in mournful attitude, covering 
his face with both hands.) 
Ali (animate). For me ! 

Her last sigh was for me, her betrothed, 

For me! 

But why should my angel sigh for me ? 

(Plays with dagger.) 
One brief delay . . . 
And I shall be with thee, my bride, 
Released from grief and pain. 

(Revulsion, lets dagger fall, sobs.) 
Oh ! my bride, my sweetest bride ! 

(Picks up dagger again.) 
(Tries the point, smUing.) 
" It gives no pain " 
A Roman woman said as much — 
More than that it is to me : 
Joy and speedy relief. 

(Kisses dagger.) 

Thou art my friend in need, my faithful friend. 

(Krimo tries to take dagger. 
Ali calmly prevents him.) 
Stay thy hand, 
Leave alone that thing, 

Thou dost not know its usefulness, my Krimo. 
It is to me as faithful as thyself. 
Go home, my Krimo and tell my kinsmen 
What thou hast seen in Fez. Let my tribesmen know 
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That Ali Moghrabi was done to death in Fez, 
By the Ruler's fiendish treachery. . . 
Tell them that Ali's spirit waits for vengeance, 
They will know what to do. . . . 



Chorus (within). His blood ! 



Ali (smiling). Brutish multitude ! 

Howling wolves, thirsting for blood ! 
Come and quench your thirst. 

Asaia (raising his head, rises). Let me go and save 

What remains of Sol 

From the fury of these maddened dogs. 

Let me give her a grave 

Where to await the end of Time. 

(Exit.) 

(Enter Said and guards.) 
(Executioner meets Said.) 
Ali (examines dagger). How tiny and frail, 

And yet so strong ! (To Krimo, pointing to door.) 

Krimo, my friend, 

Refrain awhile the hungry wolves ; 

Their repast is not ready yet 

. . . My message to my tribe. 

My Krimo, fare thee well. 

My bride. . . I come. . . . 

(In the act of raising the dagger perceives the 
Said in conversation with Executioner.) 
Ali (sudden turn.) Vision of Hell ! 

(Mock humility.) 

Saidna, thou has spoken true. 
Sol the Jewess is now free 
From earthly cares and pain. 

(Bending knee.) 
Thanks to thee, my lord. 

(Springs upon him.) 
Fiendish monster ! 
Odious dog ! 

Away with thee to thine account ! 
To Hell ! 

(Stabs him while Krimo keeps off the guards, 
until both he and his master are dispatched. 
(R) The guards carry off the body of the Said.) 
Chorus {bursting into the Hall). Ali Moghrabi, the paramour 
of Sol, 
Is here. Let his doom be death. 
Let him join 
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la ShaJfanV Warning pit 

The Renegado whom he loved so wriL 

(Ptfnnm^ ^ 4Tj W/ ffcp gather round htm.) 
But what do I see ! 
He has found fab doom etewhile. 
There lies the Renegade. 
Praise to Allah 
Eirahinii — Enahmani — 
To the Mosque, 
To prayer. 

(Exeunt hurriedly.) 
(Enter Asm*, two servants bringing the body of 
Sol r , lay it reverently beside Alt,) 
Asaia. Alas! this is what remains 

Of Ali, Moghrab's boast and pride. 

And of Sol, 

The martyr Jewess of Tangier. 

1 Shmtan: bate*. 



End of Last Act. 
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